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average missionary has ever at the tip of his tongue.
But to my surprise I found them positively economi-
cal in the use of their celestial stores and made no
serious attempt to save my lost soul by giving me
free literature and free advice as some of the English
missionaries had done on board the Arabia on my
way to England. Early on the morning of the sixth
day I got the first glimpse of those Romantic Isles of
the Mid-Pacific, and an hour afterwards, Honolulu,
the queen of them all, came in sight. But before we
were allowed to land we went through a novel form
of medical inspection. We were lined up on deck like
so many indentured coolies and ordered to stand
with our tongues out and hands extended.   A wag
here and there feigned illness and made grimaces,
but the American doctor good-humouredly walked
past us followed by the officers of the Tenyo Maru.
Once landed, the objects which drew the attention
of us all were the German gunboats and destroyers
lying in the harbour with the black eagle flying
gallantly at top-mast.    They seemed to be well
manned and looked spick and span.  I was told the
officers were doing themselves uncommonly well,
being frequently feasted by their compatriots and
sympathisers on shore and they in their turn enter-
tained the merry Honoluluians with their band
every other evening. But there was not much time
to be lost that day, so my two missionary companions
and I engaged a motor-car and drove to a place called
Pali up in the hills.   The first part of the way lay
through the exceedingly pretty residential suburb
of Honolulu. Large airy bungalows lined either side